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villas, over whose foundations the sea has long since crept.
The ground rises again on the other side where the ruins
of the Roman baths are clearly visible, even to the smoke-
charred chimney that heated the hot bath. Behind all this
are the remains of the main street, flanked by ruined houses,
a little theatre, municipal buildings and shops. Away to
the west, outside the city wall, the ground drops to the
wide sandy bay of Chenoua, which glitters in the morning
sun till the huge bulk of Chenoua mountain shuts it out as
the daylight sinks in the west. On this beach there are no
stones, no rocks, and the bathing is superb.
I was lucky enough at Tipaza to meet Eugene Deshayes,
the great French maritime artist, and many were the trips
we took in his little boat to explore the caves and rocks
at the base of Chenoua mountain. Several days I spent
among the ruins, clad only in a bathing dress, searching for
relics of the past. I found coins, bits of mosaic and pieces
of tear-glass, but Deshayes, who had known the place nearly
all his life, had in many years made a delightful collection
of Roman household lamps, carved strangely and not always
decently. The French authorities, who are constantly
excavating, have lately unearthed the huge town gateway, at
least half of which was under sand and gravel.
Other afternoons I spent with the Arab schoolmaster,
who would sit under a tree with his little scholars, and we
would all read the Koran together,
At the end of July I decided to move. I had a desire
to go to Russia and I had not the faintest idea how to set
about it. I returned to Algiers and went the round of
the shipping offices. At length I discovered a Dutch cargo
boat, bound for Malta, Athens and Egypt, and on August
3rd, 1920, I embarked; the only other passenger being a
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